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a mixed array of Fencibles, Militia, Volunteers, and all the
martial figures that drilled and drummed and trumpeted in
bold defiance of the foreign invader; while the Treasury,
amongst its ledgers, kept a distracted eye upon the services
of transport and supply, commanded a vague host of store-
keepers and master-bakers, and through its Commissaries
governed the Commissariat.

Such was the labyrinth which Palmerston, at twenty-five,
elected to enter at the height of a European war.    He felt
it to be " suited to a beginner ";  and as Secretary at War
he took his seat at the Horse Guards, where one hundred and
forty-four clerks sat writing round him.    The sound intelli-
gence of Lord Liverpool discharged the functions of Secretary
of State;   and as Commander-in-Chief one of Chatham's
young men still trailed a scabbard round the corridors.
Known from inveterate addiction to the drill-book as " Old
Pivot," he retained professional respect and, not yet eighty,
founded his ripe decisions upon experience culled from the
Seven Years' War.   Beyond the Channel a less venerable
instrument operated with unbecoming rapidity.   Unhal-
lowed by such antiquity and with less consecrated usage the
Emperor, at forty, dictated inexhaustibly to the ranged
obedience of France.   Brusque to Foreign Affairs, always a
trifle peremptory with the Interior, he was never curter than
with War; and notes, directions, stabbing enquiries, sudden
commands, sharp orders fell in a steady rain upon the
splendid backs of Clarke, Duke of Feltre, Minister of War, of
Marshal Berthier, Major-General of the Army of Spain and
Prince of Neuchatel and Wagram, of Marshal Bessi&res, Duke
of Istria, commanding the Imperial Guard, and all the long
perspective of docility which bent over littered tables, jingled
spurs on palace stairs, or lounged among tall shakoes in hot
ante-rooms.   The French sentries in their bearskins stiffened
to salutes, as Marshals clanked by in blue and gold;  and
three hundred miles away Lord Palmerston, fresh from Cam-
bridge, touched a civilian hat to the mounted sentries in
Whitehall and climbed a dark staircase to plumb the mysteries
of the War Department.